headgear. His jacket must be made of the most expensive
velvet, it was at least fifty feet long and trimmed with no
less than three hundred gold buttons. On holidays he
put on eight jackets and six pairs of pants one on top of
the other. This, of course, would be both awkward and
uncomfortable. . . . But so wealthy a man could not dress
like everyone else. . . .
The millionaire's pocket I imagined to be like a hole
into which he could easily put away a church, the Senate
building and sundry necessities. . . . But while believing
that this gentleman's stomach must have a capacity equal
to that of the hold of a good seagoing vessel, I could never
picture to myself the length of the legs and trousers of
such a being. I believed, however, that the quilt under
which he slept must be no less than a mile square. And
if he chewed tobacco, it was naturally of the highest
quality and one or two pounds at a time. If he took snuff,
he must use at least a pound in one pinch. One had money
in order to spend it. ...
His fingers were remarkably sensitive and possessed
the miraculous power of growing longer at will: for exam-
ple, if from New York he espied a dollar sprouting some-
where in Siberia, he stretched his hand across the Bering
Strait and plucked the favourite plant without stirring
from his seat.
Oddly enough, with all this I could not imagine what
the head of the monster was like. Moreover, I felt that a
head was entirely superfluous with such a mass of muscle
and bone moved by the sole desire to squeeze gold out of
everything. In general my conception of the millionaire
was somewhat vague. In a word, what I saw primarily
was a pair of long flexible arms. They had seized the globe
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